| Will Meet You In The Next Life 


Author: midnight_moonlight 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Mar 10 2013 01:33:20 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


| Promise You 


LoveDave 

Incorrect password. Try again. 
LoveCoffee 

Incorrect password. Try again. 
DavidEllefsonBass 

Incorrect password. Try again. 
DavidScottMustaine 

Incorrect password. Try again. 


DaveMustaineOU3/I6l 


Logging on. Please wait.. 


The white MacBook starts up, clicking and whirring. As it settles, a media player pops up, the volume alters 
from low to medium, and a video begins to play. He sits crosslegged on the bed, dressed in those tight jeans 
I've always loved and a black tshirt. His hair is tousled, hanging around his shoulders, and he has a small smile 
on his face. A bass lies in his lap, fingers idly plucking at it. One of the cats sleeps beside him, curled in to a 
tight ball. 


"Hi Dave," he begins. "If you're watching this you've successfully gotten on to my laptop. You'll find a bunch of 
stuff on here and hopefully itll help you." 


He sighs and runs a hand through his hair, gazing down at the bass before looking back at the camera. His 
eyes are dark and | can tell he's trying not to cry. 


‘lm sorry for not telling you. Sorry for keeping this quiet. | know that you're angry that | didn’t tell you. Angry 
that you couldn't help me in what you would have perceived as my darkest hour, and l'm sorry. So, so sorry. 
lf there had been a chance, even a fraction of one, then I'd have told you. But there wasn't. It was why | never 
had treatment. Why | never even contemplated it. When the doctors told me that the chances of treatment 
working were close to nil, | decided that it was best to carry on as we were. There was no use telling anyone. 


It was best just to live our lives as best as we could. And we had a good life, didn't we?" 


He manages to smile and slowly it breaks in to that grin he's famous for, the one where his eyes are closed 
and his nose is screwed up. It turns my stomach upside down. I'll never see that smile again. Never hear his 
voice except for the home videos and interviews. Never get to hold him. Never get to kiss him. Never get to 
tell him | love him. 


Never get to say goodbye. 

David died two weeks ago. Died in his sleep, curled up next to me, hands tucked beneath the pillows, hair spread 
over it in a halo. The autopsy said that renal failure had claimed my beautiful lover's life. An evil disease which 
needs a cure faster than day changes to night. 


"Dave. Dave. | know you're thinking. Stop, just for the moment, okay? Please? For me?" 


I'm drawn back to the video and still he smiles. Smiles even though he knows what's coming. Smiles even though 


it's tearing his insides apart. Smiles even though it could be the last words he ever speaks. 

| haven't told anyone, not even my Mom. | want you to be there for her. | know you're going through hell 
right now, but you can help one another." He sighs. "She's already lost Dad. She knows how to deal with the 
grief and she'll be able to help you." 


His eyes dart around the room before settling on the camera. "I know you will, but try not to cry for me. 


We've had a great life, and I've enjoyed every moment I've spent beside you." Again, he smiles. "You're the best 
lover I've ever had, and the only one I've ever fallen head over heels in love with. You're my soul mate, now 
and forever. But | want you to know that it's okay to move on with your life. Don't spend too long grieving for 
me. Know that l'm in a better place right now, away from the pain. l'm away from you but, as you wrote in 
Promises, | will meet you in the next life, | promise you. Where we can be together, | promise you. | will wait 
till then in heaven, | promise you. | promise, | promise. l'll be there, Dave, | promise. I'll meet you there and I'l 


show you how amazing heaven is.” 


Right now | don't want to believe in heaven. | don't want to believe in anything other than the fact that my 
beautiful David is dead and buried, his headstone a stark, cold reminder of the man | loved for so long. / love 


you. | miss you. You were taken too early. Why'd you leave me behind? Why'd you go first? 


| spoke those words as | stood beside your grave, staring at the mound of earth which covered your body. 
And when my resolve broke, your mother was the one to catch me, holding me as | screamed and cursed and 
begged. One more moment, one more heartbeat, one more breath, it's all | wanted from you. One more chance 


to tell you | loved you. One more smile. One more kiss. 


Yet, as | knelt in the dirt, my hands on your grave, | realised you'd passed away exactly where you'd wanted to 
be. After years of uncertainty, you fell asleep forever somewhere warm, comfortable, safe and loved. | was 
able to get one last image of you sleeping peacefully. | was able to steal one last kiss to your cheek. And | was 


able to tell you one last time that | loved you. 


A tapping pulls me back to the computer. He's tapping a fingernail on the camera's lens, head cocked to one 


side, staring at me. When | turn back, he smiles. Damn, he can read me so well. 


"Ah, there you are. Thought I'd lost you again. Anyway, there's some boxes in the back of the wardrobe. You 
can't miss them; they're bright purple plastic ones. Airtight. In there is some clothes I've worn" His face falls 
again and he rubs a hand across his eyes. "I know it's a little creepy but | thought you could use them." 


No! Its not creepy. It's perfect! It's just what | need. Something to remind me of you. 


"And the jewellery | wear, all the gorgeous pieces you've given me, are in the jewellery box beside the bed. 
Wear what you want. If you don't want to keep them, that's fine. Make sure they make money for a good 
charity." Wriggling back up the bed, he picks up the cat and drops the animal in to his lap, hands running over 
it, probably trying to soothe his soul. "There's a folder on here named "Dave". Take a look in there. There's a 
copy of my will, some files on how to work things around the house, some videos, a bunch of tracks | was 
working on, all the contracts for my side projects and merchandise and a whole lot of memories of us. Now 
you know the password, you'll always be able to get on here. This video is saved in there as well with the file 
name "For Dave". Once this video is activated, all of my bank accounts, phone contracts, and other important 
accounts will have been transferred to you. | know you know how to deal with them. You've always been so 
good at things like that." He grins. "Always been so good at looking after me, and | know you won't let me down 


now. 


Why didn't you let me in? Didn't you trust me? | could have gotten you the best doctors known to man. Flown 
you around the world for treatment. Instead you made me feel impotent by locking me out. It hurts to know 


you went through this alone and | can't imagine how it felt to know you were making your final video. 


Shaking his head, | see him chew on his bottom lip. "Was | in pain? Yeah, | was in pain. Did | take drugs for the 
pain? | couldn't have coped if | didn't and | felt like all the work | did to be free from drugs was in vain. But | 
know that | needed them. Why didn't | take the treatment when they offered it? Because | didn't want to linger. 
| didn't want you to have to watch me take my last breaths strapped in to a hospital bed. | didn't want you to 
have to suffer with me. | knew | didn't have long left so | chose to live it as best | could Do | regret not telling 
you?" He takes a deep, shuddering sigh. "Yeah, | do. But | wanted you to remember me like this. Wanted you to 
remember me as the happy, smiley person. What should you tell the press? Just tell them, Dave. We're human 
after all and, sooner or later, we'll pass from this plane to another. Show them this video if you must. Or just 
give them the replies I've given you. What should you do with Megadeth? Carry on, if not for yourself, then 
for the fans. They'll appreciate it more than you can imagine. What should you do with all of my belongings? 
That's entirely up to you. Keep them, give them away, sell them for charity. There's some which | have 
specific instructions for. You can find those ones listed in my will. Just try not to linger too much, okay? Try 
not to get in to bad places. I'd hate to see you too soon. You still have a lot of life in you, Dave, and | want you 
to live it as you've always done: To the best of your amazing abilities. You're incredible, Dave. You always have 
been and you always will be. You have such a fire, such a passion, and it's one of the millions of things which 


have attracted me to you over the years." 


He laughs his deep, husky chuckle. "Man, | remember that so well. Remember the first day we met. Remember 
being completely in awe of you. Remember being completely bowled over when you asked me to join a band. 
Remember feeling like a kid at Christmas when you told me you wanted to be my boyfriend. I'd never met 
anyone like you, and I've never met anyone like you since. What do | love about you? Everything!" He throws his 
hands up in the air, the cat flicking an ear, before he drags his fingers through his hair, grinning like an idiot. | 
can feel the tears beginning to well up and | want to stop the video, but | can't. | have to keep watching him. 


"You've always been so sweet to me. Always done right by me. You've shown me the world and given me a life 
| could only dream about. You've been my best friend, my lover, my band mate, everything anyone could want. 
You're amazing, Dave. Don't let anyone else tell you otherwise. If they do, tell ‘em I'll come back and haunt ‘em." 


He gives the camera a mischievous wink 


Returning the cat to the bed, he shuffles to the edge so he's as close to the camera as he can be without 
distorting his image. He takes a deep breath, and looks down at his hands. From beyond his bangs, l'm sure | 
can see tears falling. | see his shoulders rise and fall, taking deep, even breaths. Rubbing his eyes, he looks up, 
and smiles. It's that smile | will never, ever forget as long as | live. 


"David Scott Mustaine, | love you. | will love you forever, even when all of this is over." His Adam's apple bobs, 


and | can see he's fighting back more tears. "Bye, Dave. Love you." 


He blows me a kiss, grins, laughs, and reaches out to turn off the camera. The screen goes black and | stare 
at it, every fibre of my being aching with the loss. His last message to me. His final words, words from beyond 


the grave. 


Part of me is grateful for the chance to see him again. Part of me hates him for it. As has happened so 
many times over the past weeks, my heart breaks into a billion pieces and, curling up against his headstone, | 
place my hands before my face and sob. 


